XIII
THE small gentleman's house in the Moscow
style, in which Avdotya Nikitishna, otherwise Ev-
doksya, Kukshin, lived, was in one of the streets
of X------, which had been lately burnt down;
it is well known that our provincial towns are
burnt down every five years. At the door,
above a visiting card nailed on all askew, there
was a bell-handle to be seen, and in the hall the
visitors were met by some one, not exactly a
servant, nor exactly a companion, in a cap-
unmistakable tokens of the progressive ten-
dencies of the lady of the house. Sitnikov in-
quired whether Avdotya Nikitishna was at home.
'Is that you, Victor 1^ sounded a shrill voice
from the adjoining room. c Come in/
The woman in the cap disappeared at once.
1 I 'm not alone/ observed Sitnikov, with a
sharp look at Arkady and Bazatov as he briskly
pulled off his overcoat, beneath which appeared
something of the nature of a coachman's velvet
jacket